
THE

A Fable of
XT OW if ye think this food problem

IN is bitin' into people ye're mistaken.East spring I was plowin'
down clover over in the back orchard along
in the afternoon. About the middle o'

June it was.a bright, warm day after a

week of showers, an' everything was just
jumpin' in the sun. I stopped on the top
of the hill in the shadder of a big Nonesuchtree to rest the team. Ye kin see

ail over the farm, pretty near, from that
hill, an' it cert'nly was a good sight.
Everythin' fresh an' green, fur as ye could
look. It made ye glad ye was alive, an'
gladder still that ye wasn't grubbin' in'
some smelly office in the city. The air
tasted like crabapple jelly, so cooi an'
sweet. The hull world seemed to be glad
Down under the hill the brook makes a

little backset, an' there on top of a big
cattail was a redwing blackbird hollerin'
for somebody to see how good lookin' he
was.

Away down stream the gray green oats
an' the corn was crowdin' the fences. I
c'ld hear Ben singin' as he follered the
cultivator through the corn. The "mediumred" J was turnin' under was big 'n'
heavy an' just breakin' into bloom, an' a

lot o' brood sows I'd turned out into it was
tuckin' ^jt ag'in tlier ribs as if they was
afeard they wouldn't git it all eat before
night. Down by the ol' stone bridge the
brook come wanderin' out from the dark
o the woods, an' ye c'ld hear it gurgle at
the first kiss of the sun. an' then go
singin' off down through the medder over
ilie pebbles, happy as a girl that's just
found out what she wanted to know.

"He Wai a Queer Lookin' Bird."
It all kinda got me. I leant ag'in theni

plow handles an' says to myself: "The
earth is the Lord's, an* the fullness thereof."I knowed a darn sight better, but 1
liked to think it was true, anyway. Feelin's
is hell! Just then I see a tall, skinny fellerleanin' over the wall, starin' at me.
He was a queer lookin' bird. He had about
three weeks' growth o' whiskers all over
his face, an' a kinda wild expressi"ii in
his eyes; ol' clo'es an' a liat that looked
as if it had be'n run through a thr 'on'
machine. Bimeby he left off k».>ku
stood up straight. I see he waa wel ve

six foot. He didn't seem to pa* no r

tion to me.jest pitched his ol ..at th.groundan* put his hands on his hip« an

begun to draw big breaths lookin up nto
the sky as he done It.

"Gee, It takes all kinds. I says
In the country, ye have to keep watch

on the odd ducks that drifts along the
i '>aa, necus n on y taxes one match to
touch a barn off. but it takes a new mort-
s.ige to build it ag'in. So I left the team
K'andin' in the furrer an' sa'ntered down to
the wall. He kep' right on breathin' in
till he couldn't git any more air into him.
then breathin' out. long and slow T
waited, an' bimeb.v he come over to the
v ill an' bowel, dignified an' old fashioned,
a good deal like my gran'father He says:
"How do you do sir? It's a beautiful
day.*'

I see in a Jiffy he wa n t no common
tramp "It is so." I says: 'guess I don't
k i'ii'j vou, do 1" You're a stranger around
Hascorn's Bridge What might your name

be *"
"I'm a vegetable.' he says, borm right

Into me with them black eyes of hia'n.
that was sunk away back in his head I
noticed then how fearful thin he was Hia
clo'ea hung on him like a scarecrow's

What was them stunts vou waa doin'
just now?" I says.

'Takin my dinner.'*
"I don't no leavin I says looktn'

round; "nor no dishes 1 see he wasn t
rich! Dishes'" he say* "I should nay
not Dishes was another curse of the old
system Humanity spent us time eatin*
an washin dishes I>»rd what a mess an

a latter it was' Tl.r bull world waa jest
thtnkin' of its stununick. an' the stum
mtrk sun t anything hut a agent of the
food citaMM First ye flllod tip the 1
Crowtln' thin*, an then yer poor ot' systemset to work to fit rid of It Thank
Hod it's over "

But what kinda food do you take4*
1 says This feller, for atl his shabby
does talked as educated as a lawyer

Food he say* an* kinda smiled, "I
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the Farmer
kin hardly remember what it's like, an'
I feel a lot better."

"I'd like to hear more about this." I
says; "if you got any way o' livin' withoutvittles they's two things I want to
do, right off. I wanta git it on record fer
the benefit of overcharged humanity, an'
I wanta git to a real estate agent an' sell
this farm before the news gits spread
around. I ain't goin' to keep on growia'
stuff if eatin' is goin' outa fashion.'*

"I have," he says, "an* I'm free. I used
to be in bondage, first to my everlastin*
stummick an' second to the highbinders
that taxed me for vittles to keep it quiet.
But I got 'em both outa business now,

j an' it's all so simple."
"Hold on, Mister," I says; "I got a

little piece to plow yit, but you jest lay
down here under the trees where it's cool
till 1 finish this 'land,' an' we'll go up
to the house where we kin talk this thing
over."

1 went back to my team an' started
plowin' ag'in, an' the first bout 1 made
I heard him snorin' like a ol' boar hog.
The feller was all in, an' jest goin' on his
nerve. I figgered he might be a mite
touched, but he wa'n't no ignoramus, an'
he. wan't no tramp. It was plain as day
he was a gentleman, an' in bad shape.
Nobody like that is gonta wander away
from my door if I know it.

Well, I finished off the "land," an' run
the headland, an' it was gittin' along to
chore time when I drove the team through
the barway an' down the road where he
was layin'. He was sleepin' sound an'
quiet, but he sprung like a mushrat trap
when I touched him. "Righto," he says,
jumpin' up. But I see he was tremblin".
His nerves was all shot. I couldn't help
thinkin' what a fine figger of a man he
musta been before he got so ga'nt. We
went along slow to the house, becus I
c'ld see he wa'n't strong, an" kinda wavered
as he walked. I turned the team over

to Dutch Henry to put up, an' we went in
the house. I set him down in a big easy
chair an' asked him if he wouldn't like
a cup o' tea, or mebbe a swaller of cider.
We got some from last year that got froze,
an would put heart into a angleworm. He
jest smiled.
"Thank ye." he says, "but I wouldn't

know what to do with 'em. 1 ain't one of
the 'Sophagi.' "

That was a new one fer me "1 guess I
don't know about them there." I says,
waitin' for him to answer. He set a long
time starin' outa the winder, savin' nothln'I see his thoughts was away off somewhere*.Bimeby he looked at me ag'in
an' says: "It was funny to see sech a

perfect system blow- up the way she did.
Jest like a toy balloon that's be'n overinflated;an' along come a feller with a

pin I'm the feller '* "Jest what system
do you mean"*" I says

How the System Worked
"Vittles." says he "Everybody was

stuffed with 'em Meat, an more meat
It was jest a disease, an folks got to feelin'the cold The Food Truat paase-t ye
over to the Coal Truat: that softerrc.1 ye
up fer the Clothin' Combine, an' between
em they made ye ready fer the d--riots
the doctors delivered ye to the Dt tig Trust,
an' so on They all had a »hark at ye
That was what ye was for, an when ye
wore out the t'offin Trust took its Mt,
an' the Insurance Hund paid it her on

ye. an that was the end lit say it was

some system "

"Its ttorkin pretty *,». ». a>« *"

I asked him
Workin ** he sa» » -tartr at me n-pr

not no more not wn« I got m> 4r» I
owed the Hyatem on I pa 1 It
It all o«tr In me one dav in Ik* ptiaon
yard. «h*n I w»« a orkin' on th* atone

pile I laughed right out loud ." he nays
"an kep' on laughm till they was |unti
t«k* mo over tb* wall to th' Insane ward

' Mv Cod. he aaya. his Mack eyea tlaehin,"they put me in there fer stealin'
bread Bread HKEAD Think of it. mar
.fer steal, n bread. When m) Jimmy
was layin up there in < ha; miserable
tenement dyin" of hunger Yea Down in
them city alum* they call it neuntonv, "r"
consumption, r anything they piease. but
I tell ye. that what they die of.them
thousan'a and thousan's of women an" little
bahte*. is starvation, an that's the truth

An'." he says, with < kinda hopeless
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and the Foe
look eomin' in his face, "they wan't no

escape. 1 seen the baby go, an' I seen my
Jimmy go.an' I set there alone, after the
wagon took Jimmy away, an' I says, 'God,
ain't they enough of ground in your great
world so's all of us kin eat?'

"I set there all night, thinkin'. an' 1
eat the last of the bread I stole, an' in the
mornin' the ooliceman come an' took me

away."
"Bui how come ye put the crimp in this

'ere System?" I asked him: "I thought
she was still goin' strong."

Living on Air Made Easy.

"Why," he says, "I got hold of a farm
paper in the prison one day, an' it had
two pieces into it. One told about the
chemicles in vittles, an' the nitrogen rnakin'things grow; an' the other one says
that plants just draws that nitrogen outa
the air. I got thinkin' about it while I was
breakin' stone, an' then it all come to
me. That was the time I begun to
laugh. It was all I c'ld do to keep from
screechin*. But I kep' still after a while,
an' when I got out I went around preachin'
my doctrine. If ye c'ld git air enough, I
told 'em. ye c'ld live without vittles.
"They said 1 was crazy, but I proved

I wasn't. 1 jest stopped eatin', but 1 J
went along strong an' hearty, an' I ain't
tasted vittles from that day to this. Then
they begun to believe it. An' one day in a J
city hospital they had a poor cuss that (
was fetched in off 'n the street, an' had to (
be cut open."
With this he leaned away over an'

(
stared into my face: "Wha'dye think they t

"A deficit," I says, 't'er a rough guess."
"It sure was." he says; the feller had

be n practicin' my system, an' he'd gone j
without food so long that his digestive ap-
paratus had plumb disappeared, jest like j
the tail is gone, an' the little toe is goin*.
Nature gits red of machinery that don't do f
no work." "An' be you the same way?" I j
says. . ,

"Everybody's the same way now.'" he .

says; "the human race is gittin' red of
its useless tools, the food shops an'
profiteers is all bust, heeus there ain't
nobody that needs to eat.or kin eat.

except in the 'Aesophagi.' "

"There they be ag'in I don't think I
,

git them 'Sophagi." I says
Why.'* he looked at me kinda surprised:"the 'Sophagi is the folks thai f

had all the money an c'ld afford to buy |
vittles An' they kep on stuffin' >m-
selves, while the common people was j
learnin to live tin air that didn't cost
nothin' The 'S-ph.igi i- the few remain- (
in' folk that's got ol lashioned inside* <

They're piped fer vittlcw They're jeer ,
the moneyed aristocracy What with the
cussed combines they financed they put
food so high nobody that was worth u"'ler ,
seven tlgger- myM git il a it hour St eat in
Now the* got it all l«» ibemartve N't' |
welcome The rt-M >4 a* km tabe a few
deep breath* etrerv das M stm ml
Jvgamf. I

"That cleai* >»p a twister* f> i me mi ,

friend I say I He h wn>d« i ir |w
gsite a wh.ir wbat M was tbai key farm
hywnesi an tbe bua I know These .

' As h am < m < tbe farm bssaa*"
In> "tl'w tfo# <4w# ''H 11%** a

till ft>i--«* 9) U f

docks, a alubbi" r»Utoads It's
chanced eseiylhtag I iur» ma* i- they II
mrm now * hat (he> irt>-rA*> M Thov kHW-d ,
Ihf gOoac (lull laMl I b* (flMrii cga Ker ,

(I r«! "Ml or two ( .« » 'i,»v a Hi 1
time Muffin >Mr!m an' th#n lh»-> I |
hie la pr<» i <«( frifli micmun >*|r I*
( U« » « ( <f (
ta k««k ran up la health an' otren th
W> n a ilidnrni rare 14 Well I
*«y* "yaw rari'n> done i h« juh up hruan "

4

Ha tyirkcial u|> h>» foroheod ar ai*>. >

Ther- the trouble Thnr wan )nt ana I
thing I nmltukrd an' that'a what they,t
call the directive intelligence of capita! J

"How'a that* I .Miked him
Why." he aava 'Jem us -..ion a* they

found out that the people waa gittin' ao'a
they could live on nitrogen outa the itir.il
they sent down to Waahin'ton an' got }
Congres* to give em control of the air
One day I wan goin along an' a policeman 1
wugipej me an' he ways. 'Leme see yer air i

receipt ' I didn't know what he meant, *

hui I found out. They got a law that | t

1922.

>d Problem
Bompels every inan an' woman to pay a

air tax to the Consolidated Nitrogen Company,Limited. Once a year ye go to the
headquarters an' git yer chest expansion
measured to show how much air you'll
use in a year, an ye pay ler u uy wir

thousan' cubic feet, just the same as gas.
on'y this don't cost 'em notin' except buyin'
legislaters an' the profits is a lot bigger."'
"But what if ye don't pay it?" says 1
"If ye don't pay," he says."why. if

ye don't pay it, ye go straight to hell.
They jest shut ye ua. in a tight rootrt an
draw the air all out of it, till it's a

vacuum. In a few minutes the air rates
don't make no difference to ye at all. The
reason I come out here is that the company
ain't got established yet, on'y in the cities,
where they's more folks an' less air an'

Lhey kin git the money quicker. An' 1
wanted to git where I kin think I got
kinda muddled tryin' to figger out how l<>
beat this thing."
"What kinda luck be ye havin'?" 1 says,

'd'ye think ye kin beat it? It looks like a

tough proposition fer folks that can't
afford to git to the country."

Broth I* Fine Medicine.

"It is too,'' he says; "I thought 1 done
somethin' when I found a way to stop the
rood combines, but I might of knowed
hat the minute anything got to be a necessityto the majority it'd git cornered an'
lave a high fence built around it an' a

jack breakin' price put onto it, with the
jov'ment backin' the play."
"But," I says, "what's the matter with

jrganizing the people an' tacklin' this
:hin»r politically?"
He jest looked at me kinda pityin', an'

says: "Oh, hell, be you crazy?"
"One of us is,"' I says, "an I'll be durned

f r know whether it's you 'r' me."
He didn't say nothin', an' pretty soon his

lead begun to fall down on' his chest In
i few minutes he was sound asleep, jest
'rom exhaustion. After a while I roused
lim up an' jollied him into gittin' into
ied, 'n' then I went out into the kitchen.
'Ma,*' I says, "I want ye to heat me up a

ilate o' that marrer bone soup. I'm gonta
jut it where them damn 'Snphagi can't
fit it."
"Joshuay," she says, "be you crazy?"'
"I guess I be.*' I says: "you're the

teeon' one that's asked me that to-day.
in' I'm beginnin- to feel funny." But
the made the soup, an' I took it in an'
ict it on the table by the bed I says to
lim. speakln' kinda low an' nayitariou*.
Now, iooka here; we got a little food
eft. an' we're try in* to git red of It be-
ior«- ine !* pn.-iai or t n*ir lai builff
nn (it holt of l< It you «Ml a aaod
ok* on ittrm you Kit out *Hi* ' thia "*r*
>roU) After what they dun* I* you y*
Mnt wuikU lot >ui kM It"
Hf hung bra a annul*. hut I put Ik*

»>up yrnki hk IH«r an' I u«h«a aaia

i.idi r> *< b ' » ly »|*ul Tk* yiaf
'**1 |M iInuikn'MmI like t fi«f '

* !
it til* klkki ii «*.»% *

I .lunmi k» M)« a* k*
imi nn.ui h Mi l*i I f a ftki !*« «

to m k»op on laltr. TV> » a

«* tfyiMafM mtn N
WMh (Km Ii* n*»tt to ai**p lift* ifM
«>l * Ml' 'tankif U|> Hi* ftflri on'

ui.»i»< <k"«n for fkar MwtaH
Ik*- lokif tb* Wkr »* *. m bo any a

< a» Jo* all tb* aakrlM ibta moat**
**b > bail an' alaay I Ku*aa k*'a rami
« lb* riai.c Mae* An' ba arinttad
*' 41 Ik* ,' | aajra »U*b bun t com
)«Uw> an I eaa t KM but about f*art#*n
*nta a yunf far tbai l no yaar uf ata*r
I* kui«'h*r*a \mttddy M" !» I kin af>*fto ii km up

"

I Tina » tk* fifth and laat articl* af a
irr.rt on Tk* farmer*' Sid* of It

(it; raid t'rfauinont, .tuthor ol ' It ultra lip"
ind What Are the Great Racehorse
( rir* and Why" that appeared In our
~tiie of Deeemher 10. has been s|>endiiiK
ot rtderable time in I he vicinity of Tia
luana. acroe- the Mexican Iorder south <»f
'an Die*«>

l'he Putnama announce for publication
11 February "The I'.arb," l»y William .1
il< Nally, a novel of college life. Unlike
Host looks with a collegiate background.
Ins une deals with a coeducational Slate
tnivereity. The title refers to tiie term
'barbarian." which is 'lie col lege name for
he non-fraternity ma


